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UN the wooden deck of the wooden Junk, silent, alone,

we

With silver foam about the bow, and a silver moon in the

sky:
A glimmer of dimmer silver here, from the anklets round

your feet,
6ur lips may dose on each other's lips, but never our souls

may meet.

For though in my arms you He at rest, your name I have

never heard,

To carry a thought between us two, we have not a single

word*

And yet what matter we do not speak, when the ardent

eyes have spoken,

The way of love is a sweeter way, when the silence is un-

broken*

As a wayward Fancy, tired at times, of the cultured Damask

Rose,
Drifttaw^totktangW

grows;